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Observant 


Dave always knew how to throw a great party. As New Years Eve approached, many of the regular crowd 
eagerly awaited word on what their plans would be for the celebration. However, this year was a little 
different - when word got out about the party, it did not come from Dave. This year, Pat had planned the 


party instead, and it was sure to be a doozy. 


The party was not to be held at 606, as so many of their gatherings were. Pat had rented out a hall on the 
34th floor of a skyscraper in New York City, with windows that stretched from ceiling to floor and a view that 
was anything but ordinary. To rival the scene of the city outside, the room was adorned with tiny tables, 
expensive couches, and a personal bar complete with bartender. Formal attire was requested, though formal 


behavior was not necessarily required. 


Being about as sharp a party planner as he was a dresser, Pat looked around the room in delight. Guests would 
begin arriving soon, and there were barely any finishing touches to put on the scene. Champagne flutes waited 
on a table by the entrance, crystals sparkled from the ceiling, and all televisions in the room were set to New 
Year's Rockin Eve. The only factors left to make the party incredible were on the quests. Though he had 
invited quite a fun crowd, Pat was not going to leave the entire social aspect of the evening up to chance. 
When it came to how he expected his guests to interact, Pat had a few tricks up his sleve. 


People started arriving shortly after seven. Nate was the first of his bandmates to show up, red hair standing 
out against his dark suit. Pat quickly found his way over to greet him. 


"Nate! Good to see ya, buddy!" Pat beamed, smiling his trademark carefree smile. "I've only seen wait staff with 
beef wellington and cocktail weenies so far, but I've got some veggie quiche that should be going around for 
you." He noticed Dave walk in with Josh Homme, and tousled Nate's hair before going to greet his next batch 
of guests. 


By 815, most of the guests had arrived. People were milling about happily, reveling in the city view and taking 
shots with friends old and new. Pat couldn't help but notice the absence of one of his most anticipated guests 
- Taylor. Typical of Taylor to be late, he thought to himself, but / guess HI have to work on that later. 
Straightening his collar, Pat strode over to the bar and hopped up on a stool next to Nate. 


"One hell of a party you've got going here." Nate commented, smiling at Pat. 


"Thank you, good sir!" Pat bellowed, clapping the bassist on the shoulder. "I do have one dilemma, though. Who 
should | kiss at midnight?" 


"Why don't you ask that cute girl you sit next to in third period? Maybe she'll even be willing to go to the 
middle school dance with you." Nate quipped, rolling his eyes. 


"Very funny.” Now it was Pat's turn to roll his eyes, "l'm just making conversation. Besides, what kind of loser 
doesn't get a New Years kiss at his own party?" 


"Fine. Dave. You've known him the longest, you guys have such a history." Nate replied. 
"Nah, too much history.” 
"How about Taylor? He seems like he'd be good at it," Nate suggested, albeit a bit more shakily than before. 


"Nope. You know who I'm gonna kiss? Chris." Pat smiled, closing his eyes and nodding at his ‘spontaneous 


decision’. 


"Chris? Really?" Nate fumbled, "I feel like you have a lot of better options, people more suited for you. Chris is 
so small and more shy than the other two..no offense to him of course, | love him. Well like, not in a weird 


way but you know what | mean. Right?" Pat just nodded. He knew exactly what Nate meant. 


"Right. So Chris it is," Pat finished, turning to the bartender, "Two glasses of champagne, please." He waited 
briefly before turning back to Nate and offering him a drink. Out of the corner of his eye, Pat noticed Chris 
watching the two of them intently from a table across the room. He leaned in closely to Nate, handing him one 
of the glasses. 


Still just inches from Nate's face, Pat spoke again. "I'l look at him lovingly first, like this," Pat demonstrated by 
looking deep into Nate's eyes, "and I'll stroke his cheek, like this." Another demonstration. Pat shook his head, as 
if he was getting ahead of himself. "Anyway..cheers!" Pat extended his glass and clinked it against that of the 
bassist before letting himself down off the bar stool and walking away. A wicked smile appeared on his face as 
he noticed Chris shifting uncomfortably across the room. 


After continuing to work the room for a short while, Pat noticed that Taylor had arrived at the party. He was 
by the windows, having a cheerful conversation with Josh and Stewart when Pat swung his arm around his 


shoulders. 
"How's your night going?" Pat coved, clearly a few drinks in. 
"Going great!" Taylor replied eagerly, briefly excusing himself from his previous conversation 


"Glad to hear it!" Pat beamed. Leaning closer to Taylor's ear, he added in a low whisper, "Don't make any plans 
for midnight if you want to be my New Year's kiss." Pat withdrew from his friend, gave him a quick wink, and 
sauntered away. Taylor was so shocked he couldn't say a word, and tried desperately to re-integrate himself 


into his chat with Josh and Stewart. 
Walking away from his quick talk with Taylor, Pat heard Dave's booming voice behind him. Perfect 


"Hey, Pat! Great party you've set up here! | would expect nothing less from a classy motherfucker like 
yourself" Pat smiled and nodded, accepting the complement. "Speaking of classy, you're really rocking that tux. 


Got anyone you're planning on taking home?" 


"Not personally," Pat replied, "But | did hear that you should look out for Nate and Taylor at midnight.” Dave's 
face twisted for just a split second - quick enough that Pat might not have noticed if he hadn't been looking 
for it. "What about you? I'm sure you've got a pair of lips for when the ball drops." 


"Actually no," Dave mused, sounding far off and looking over his shoulder, "but that's not for you to worry 
about. Go enjoy the party you've created!" Dave had barely finished his sentence before he began walking over 
to Nate, who was still seated alone at the bar. And now, the dominos fall Pat smiled one more wicked smile 
before wandering off to - for the first time all night - mind his own business. 

Dave found Nate still seated at the bar. "What the fuck, Nate?!" Dave started, before regaining his composure. 
"What are you talking about?" Nate asked, befuddled. 


"You're gonna kiss Taylor at midnight?" 


"No!" Nate laughed, "No, what a ridiculous notion | love the kid but he's not quite my type. Why were you so 


worried about it?" 


"| wasn't worried," Dave countered, "I just was kinda surprised that two of my band mates had been telling a 


bunch of people about intimate plans and | hadn't heard anything about it” 

"Don't bullshit me, Dave. l'm-" 

‘I'm not bullshitting you!" 

"Dave," Nate held up a hand politely, "Please hear me out. You're the one in the band whose mind is always 
going. Chris is the one always trying new things. Taylor is the ball of energy. Pat is the happy-go-lucky one. 
But me? l'm the observant one, Dave, and I'm good at what | do." Dave lowered his head a bit, knowing it 
probably wasn't worth arguing at this point. "But just for the record, he likes you too." 


Dave's eyes shot up, a warm flush flooding his face. "Really? Are you sure?" 


"Yeah, I'm sure," Nate chuckled, "and not just from being observant. Taylor essentially told me outright after a 


few too many beers." 


"Wow," Dave smiled widely, a light flooding his eyes, "I think I've got a conversation to go have. Happy New 
Years, Ned" Nate chuckled as he watched Dave speed off. Conversation, my ass 


Taylor was just headed away from the bar with a drink when he noticed Dave. "Dave! You gotta hear this! | 
think Pat likes-" he was cut off by Dave grabbing his wrist. "Dave, what the fuck?!" He protested slightly, his 
drink spilling a bit. Dave didn't respond, however, and pulled the drummer toward the edge of the room. Taylor 
downed the rest of his drink as he watched Dave open the door to a coat closet. Oh good, a place to hide from 
Pat, Taylor thought. Glass flying out of his hand, Taylor was pulled into the closet and slammed against the 


closed door. He felt Dave seize his mouth with his own. 

"Not to repeat myself, but what the FUCK?!" Taylor gasped, pushing away from the brunette. Luckily, this 
didn't seem to phase Dave, who nuzzled into Taylor's neck. He kissed a short trail up to his ear, feeling Taylor's 
hair brush his cheeks. 

"Nate told me you like me." Dave growled, biting the skin behind Taylor's ear. 


"Man, fuck Nate," Taylor laughed, realizing his secret had been revealed. 


"No, fuck me" Dave commanded, pulling his best friend to the ground. 


Having spent most of his night on a bar stool, Nate finally rose when there were mere minutes left until 


midnight. He strode across the room to Chris, who he'd been keeping an eye on all night. No sign of Pat: 


"Hey, | haven't really gotten to see you all night!" Nate exclaimed, greeting his friend. 


"Hey! Yeah, | know," Chris shuffled awkwardly, "I uh.! kinda saw you and Pat flirting earlier and figured you two 


might want some alone time." 


"No! Oh my God no, it wasn't like that at all" That's when it hit Nate. Someone had to give Dave the idea that 
Nate and Taylor were going to kiss..Pat! He wanted to set up Dave and Taylor! And if he had done that to Dave 


and Taylor..it all made sense. 


"5, 4 3" Came the voices of the crowd, watching as the ball dropped. Nate was still standing next to Chris. No 
sign of Pat. 


"2 M Happy New Year! The crowd erupted in a cheer. Nate grabbed Chris' face and pulled him to his lips, 
kissing him desperately. He quickly realized his observations had been correct as Chris was kissing him back. 
Nate felt Chris’ arms encircle him as he stroked a hand down Chris’ cheek, softening the kiss. The two broke 


apart and smiled at each other. 
"| guess the party's just beginning," Chris spoke, "That was a bold move, Mendel" 

"Come, sit. Have | got a story for you," Nate coaxed his friend back to the bar with him 
"Only if | get to kiss you again at the end 


"Deal," Nate smiled, looking past Chris and noticing Pat. Pat merely smiled, lifted a glass of champagne, and 
turned away. 


"Happy New Year! Dave heard the voices of many happy party-goers exclaim. Still in the closet, he looked up 
at Taylor. The blonde was on his back, Dave's head situated happily between his thighs. He pulled his head back 


from Taylor's cock and climbed up the other man, kissing him intently. 
"Happy New Year, babe," Dave whispered throatily. 


"No fuckin’ shit," Taylor panted, still trying to catch his breath. He thrusted up against Dave, the friction 
between them maddening. Dave threw his head back, and Taylor took the opportunity to lean up and bite his 
neck. Dave howled in a mixture of shock and pleasure, Taylor working his way up so both men were kneeling. 
Taylor grabbed Dave's ass, digging his nails into the bare flesh. Dave toppled slightly, and the two fell sideways 
into a pile of coats. Rolling to get on top of Taylor, Dave knocked a coat off a hanger above him. 


"Ow, fuck!” Dave grunted, a hand shooting up to his head. Taylor laughed as he heard the sound of the hanger 
clattering to the floor, no doubt bouncing off of his friend's head. 


Dave quickly clapped a hand over Taylor's mouth as he heard the door handle jiggle. Pulling coats from beneath 


them to provide a cover, the two men barely managed to hide before the door opened. The couple could hear 
the sound of hangers shifting as the person tried to find their coat. Very carefully, Taylor reached his hand 
out to begin stroking Dave. It was all Dave could do to remain silent until - finally - the person just feet from 


them found their coat and closed the door again. 


Dave grabbed the back of Taylor's head, pulling on a handful of hair to bring him close. "You're being very bad, 
Hawkins." 


"Oh yeah?" Taylor sneered, fighting Dave's grip on his hair, "What are you gonna do about it?" 


In response, Dave pulled back to sit down and yanked the blonde over his lap. Continuing to yank at his hair, he 


gave Taylor a smack square on the ass. 


"You know, you're really just encouraging my behavior at this point," Taylor smirked, rolling away from Dave 
and onto his back. When Dave came to follow him, Taylor shoved his face away. Dave quickly realized that 
Taylor wanted him to turn around, so he did - his cock bobbing just above Taylor's lips. Taylor leaned up, 
drawing the brunette into his mouth. 


"Oh fuck, T." Dave moaned, savoring the warm, wet feeling of Taylor's tongue. In a brief moment of clarity, 
Dave leaned down to begin pleasuring Taylor as well. The medley of both giving and receiving, mixed with moans 
and wandering hands, was enough to have them both careening toward their peaks faster than they could've 
imagined. Dave collapsed on top of Taylor, the two taking a moment to catch their breaths. Taylor slid out 


from beneath his lover and spun to face him. 


After sharing a brief kiss, Dave spoke. "We should probably go back to the party.’ He stood up, pulling Taylor 
up by the wrist. The two men dressed as well as they could in the dark. As Dave gripped the handle to the 
door, he leaned close to Taylor and whispered, "But don't you dare think l'm finished with you.” 


A shiver shot through Taylor's spine as the two emerged from the closet, looking way worse than they had 
when they entered. Most of the guests had gone home, but they noticed Chris and Nate sitting at the bar, 
hand in hand. They strode over to the other pair, still smoothing out stray hairs. 


Nate gave them a very pointed glance. "Hm, you guys came back from the coat closet and yet you failed to 
find your coats." Dave and Taylor laughed, taking each other's hands. 


"You're one to talk, Mendel." Taylor replied, nodding his head toward Nate and Chris' hands, "Dave and | aren't 


the only ones who've had quite a night, | imagine." 


"At least we're still wearing the ties we came in," Chris quipped. Dave and Taylor looked at each other, noticing 


their own untied ties around the wrong necks. 


"Well shit," Dave laughed, "But this is your fault, Ned” 


"Pat's fault, really." Nate replied, "All of this is." 
"He tried to hit on mel" Taylor recalled with a start. 


"No he didn't," Nate began to explain, "I'll catch you up on all that later. | do wonder what he ended up doing the 
rest of the night, though." 


"It certainly wasn't you guys," Pat chimed in, coming up behind Nate. The four men stared at him - and the 
gangly punk he had draped under his arm - with mouths hanging open. "You're not really my type." He began to 
walk toward the exit before briefly turning back. 


"Happy New Years, boys." 


